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Bert. Far be it from me to believe you bound; Love is the freest motion of our minds : Oh, could you see into my secret soul, There might you read your own dominion doubled, Both as a queen and mistress.    If you leave me, Know I can die, but dare not be displeased.
Leo. Sure you affect stupidity, my lord j Or give me cause to think, that, when you lost Three battles to the Moors, you coldly stood As unconcerned as now. Bert I did my best; Fate was not in my power.
Leo. And, with the like tame gravity, you saw A raw young warrior take your baffled work, And end it at a blow.
Bert. I humbly take my leave; but they, who blast Your good opinion of me, may have cause To know, I am no coward.                          \_He is going.
Leo. Bertran, stay.
[Aside}. This may produce some dismal consequence To him, whom dearer than my life I love. \To him\. Have I not managed my contrivance well, To try your love, and make you doubt of mine ?
Bert. Then, was it but a trial ? Methinks I start as from some dreadful dream,
And often ask myself if yet I wake.------
This turn's too quick to be without design;
I'll sound the bottom oft, ere I believe.              [Aside.
Leo. I find your love, and would reward it too, But anxious fears solicit my weak breast. I fear my people's faith;
That hot-mouthed beast, that bears against the curb, Hard to be broken even by lawful kings, But harder by usurpers.
Judge then, my lord, with all these cares opprest, Tf I can think of love. Bert. Believe me, madam,